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A clue to the spirit of the place I grew up in might have been found in its
letterboxes. All were painted the national green; but under that uniform was evidence
of a more varied history.  The more recent ones bore the Irish-language inscription
Éire; but one might also be bemused, at assorted locations around town, by the
ciphers for Georgius Quintus Rēx, Edwardus Septimus Rēx or ─ on a particularly
imposing pillarbox on the way to school ─ Victoria Rēgīna:
1）
titles which, while
relating to the English monarchy, were formulated in Latin.
When one arrived at school, the same three languages awaited. I have alluded to
this elsewhere;
2）
here I wish to focus on the landscapes they evoked.  There are lines
from the eighteenth century that have been described as the finest in modern Irish;
their music, certainly, is exquisite:
A rúinbhean shéimh na gcuachán péarlach,
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1) GVR, EVIIR, VR.  This article concludes the series commenced in ʻCaesarʼs Day of Crisisʼ
and continued in ʻOsiris in Irelandʼ, in both of which expanded references will be found. I
offer my gratitude to Yōko Nakajima of Chūō University Press for constant kindness and
helpfulness with these and previous contributions to Eigo-Eibei Bungaku.
2) Murray, Three & Four, p. 15.  When the classicist W. B. Stanford asked Eamon de
Valera, then President of Ireland, what the classics had meant to him, de Valera replied
with a reminiscence of his imprisonment at Dartmoor.  ʻAs I was about to mount the iron
stairs leading to the overhanging corridors, onto which our cells opened, the phrase,
“forsan et haec olim meminisse juvabit” flashed in some extraordinary way across my mind.
How it came I have never been able to understand...  The effect of the phrase, however, was
magical.  Before I reached the top of the stairs it was as if I had been changed into another
person.  I was completely renewed in energy and spirit.ʼ (Diarmaid Ferriter, Judging Dev: A
Reassessment of the Life and Legacy of Eamon de Valera, Dublin: Royal Irish Academy, 2007,
pp. 310, 319-20, citing de Valera to Stanford, 22.v.60; Vergil, Aeneid I, 203; H. Rushton
Fairclough, ed. & tr., Virgil, 2 vol., Cambridge, MA & London: Harvard University Press
& Heinemann, 1934-5, I, 254-5: ʻPerchance even this distress it will some day be a joy to
recallʼ).
Gluais liom féin ar ball beag
Nuair a bheas uaisle is cléir is tuataí i néall
Ina suan faoi éadaí bána;
Ó thuaidh go mbéam i bhfad uathu araon
Teacht nuachruth gréine amárach,
Gan bhuairt linn féin i gciúnas aerach
Ar Úrchnoc Chéin Mhic Cáinte.
3）
Here the poet urges his beloved to come away with him to a hill sacred to a Celtic
divinity,
4）
where they can share the intimacy of ciúnas aerach, sublime silence: aerach
connoting both ʻairyʼ and ʻeerieʼ;
5）
and the sublime, like the sacred, being nothing if
not ambivalent.
6）
Elsewhere in the same century, the classical elysium reached apotheosis in the
English landscape garden; and the ethos that informed it may be considered through
what the classicist A. E. Housman thought of as ʻthe most beautiful poem in ancient
literatureʼ; and, himself a poet, the version he made of it.
7）
While the Irish poetʼs hill is
still haunted by its deity, it is otherwise with Horace and his translator.  Landscape for
them is no longer numinous, but fragile and ephemeral; their Graces less divine than
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3) Peadar Ó Doirnín, Úr-Chnoc Chéin Mhic Cáinte.  Texts may be found in Seán de Rís,
Peadar Ó Doirnín: A Bheatha agus a Shaothar (Baile Átha Cliath: Oifig an tSoláthair,
1969), pp. 15-16, 113-15; Breandán Ó Buachalla, ed., Peadar Ó Doirnín: Amhráin
(Baile Átha Cliath: An Clóchomhar, 1969), pp. 84-5; Nua-Dhuanaire, ed. Pádraig de
Brún, Breandán Ó Buachalla & Tomás Ó Concheanainn, 3 vol. (Baile Átha Cliath:
Institiúid Ard-Léinn Bhaile Átha Cliath, 1971-8), II, 37-8.
4) de Rís, pp. 114-15; Tom Peete Cross & Clark Harris Slover, ed., Ancient Irish Tales
(New York: Holt, 1936), pp. 49-81; Thomas F. OʼRahilly, Early Irish History and
Mythology (Dublin: Dublin Institute for Advanced Studies, 1946), pp. 308-17; John
Rhys, Lectures on the Origin and Growth of Religion, as Illustrated by Celtic Heathendom, 3rd
edn. (London: Williams & Norgate, 1898), pp. 390-94.
5) Patrick S. Dinneen, ed., Foclóir Gaedhilge agus Béarla: An Irish-English Dictionary
(Dublin: Irish Texts Society, 1934), s.v. aerach.  Ó Buachalla indicates that both senses
apply: ʻKillen hill. . . was a famous seat of the Druidish institutionsʼ, which afforded
ʻbeautiful prospectsʼ of ʻthe extensive bay of Dundalk, and the distant lofty mountainsʼ
(pp. 84-5).  I am grateful to my faithful friend Clement McManus for having guided me
around the Ó Doirnín country.
6) Murray, Disorientalism, pp. 20, 32-3; Rudolf Otto, The Idea of the Holy, tr. J. W.
Harvey, 2nd edn. (London: Oxford University Press, 1950), pp. 13-17. 
7) Gilbert Highet, The Classical Tradition: Greek and Roman Influences on Western
Literature (Oxford: Clarendon Press, 1949), p. 497.
decorative, an anticipation of Botticelli:
The Nymphs and Graces three put off their fear
And unapparelled in the woodland play.
The swift hour and the brief prime of the year
Say to the soul, Thou wast not born for aye.
Gratia cum Nymphis geminisque sororibus audet
ducere nuda choros.
immortalia ne speres, monet annus et almum
quae rapit hora diem.
Even the goddess Diana is indifferent or in abeyance, helpless to intervene on behalf
of her devotee:
Night holds Hippolytus the pure of stain,
Diana steads him nothing, he must stay;
And Theseus leaves Pirithöus in the chain
The love of comrades cannot take away.
infernis neque enim tenebris Diana pudicum
liberat Hippolytum,
nec Lethaea valet Theseus abrumpere caro
vincula Pirithoo.
8）
If English sacred landscape, then, was a reanimation of the classical,
9）
Irish
remained rooted in indigenous tradition. In Fáth Mo Bhuartha, the poet laments that
he cannot visit his lover in the lonely valley in which she dwells:
Is é fáth mo bhuartha nach bhfaighim cead cuairte ort
sa ghleanntán uaigneach mar a mbíonn mo ghrá.
Bíonn mil ar luachair ann, im ar uachtar,
go tús an fhómhair bíonn na crainn faoi bhláth.
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8) Q. Horati Flacci Opera, ed. Edward C. Wickham, rev. H. W. Garrod (Oxford:
Clarendon, 1912), Carminum Liber IV, vii; A. E. Housman, Collected Poems (London:
Cape, 1967), pp. 113-14.
9) Murray, Sharawadgi, pp. 165-8.
It is, we are told, a land of milk and honey, free of the cold of wind or the snows of
winter; trees blossoming into autumn; wharf and harbour for craft of every kind:
Níl gaoth aduaidh ann, níl sneachta crua ann,
tá caladh is cuan ann ag long is ag bád.
Mar thuilleadh bua ann níl turas cruaiche ann
ag an té a dhéanfadh suas le mo mhuirnín bán.
10）
And now we realise that this is the Celtic otherworld,
11）
and that he has lost her.
 As again with Joyce: the climactic story of Dubliners recounts an irruption from the
otherworld, the gradual approach of which unnerves the protagonist; threatening him
at last with a distancing, at the deepest level, from the woman he loves.
12）
Not that the otherworld was necessarily the locus of loss; it might no less body forth
intensity of life.  In what is perhaps the most celebrated of all Irish love-songs,
13）
the
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10) Séan Óg & Mánus Ó Baoill, Ceolta Gael (Corcaigh & Baile Átha Cliath: Mercier,
1975), p. 53.
11) Nutt remarks the essential continuity of this vision between the eighth century and the
eighteenth (Alfred Nutt, ʻThe Happy Otherworld in the Mythico-romantic Literature of
the Irishʼ, in Kuno Meyer, ed., The Voyage of Bran Son of Febal to the Land of the Living, 2
vol., London: Nutt, 1895-7, I, 149-52, 229, 236-7).   Avalon is described in similar
terms (Roger Sherman Loomis, ʻThe Legend of Arthurʼ s Survivalʼ, in Loomis, ed.,
Arthurian Literature in the Middle Ages: A Collaborative History, Oxford: Clarendon, 1959,
pp. 64-71; Murray, Sharawadgi, p. 234; Disorientalism, p. 106).
12) James Joyce, ʻThe Deadʼ, Dubliners (Harry Levin, ed., The Essential James Joyce,
Harmondsworth: Penguin, 1963, pp. 477-514); Murray, Disorientalism, pp. 79-81.  
Joyceʼs alter ego in Portrait of the Artist as a Young Man is the classical artificer Daedalus;
and the prototype of Ulysses is sufficiently indicated by its title (Stanford, pp. 102-9; Brian
Arkins, Greek and Roman Themes in Joyce, Lewiston, NY: Mellen, 1999, pp. 4-8, 64-5,
68; Stuart Gilbert, James Joyceʼs Ulysses: A Study, 2nd edn., New York: Vintage, 1952, pp.
76-84).  Here Joyce is as dependent as Housman on awareness of the classical world.  Yet
Finnegans Wake, of which the opening sentence completes the last, re-enacts the Celtic
belief in reincarnation (Murray, Disorientalism, pp. 78-81, 169; Alwyn & Brinley Rees,
Celtic Heritage: Ancient Tradition in Ireland and Wales, London: Thames & Hudson,
1961, p. 324; Myles Dillon & Nora Chadwick, The Celtic Realms, 2nd edn., London:
Weidenfeld & Nicolson, 1972, pp. 143-4).
13) ʻThe Cualin is one of the most popular and beautiful Irish airs extantʼ (Sydney
Owenson, The Wild Irish Girl: A National Tale, 3rd edn., 3 vol., London: Phillips, 1807, I,
86n.).  It is sung in Irish by Gráinne Yeats (The Belfast Harp Festival, 1972, Dublin: Gael-
Linn, 1992), played on the uillean pipes by Leo Rowsome (The King of the Pipers: Rí na
bPíobairí, Dublin: Claddagh, 1966), and sung to the harp in the English adaptation by
Moore (ʻThough the Last Glimpse of Erinʼ) by James Flannery (Dear Harp of My Country,
tone is not one of lament, but of wonder at the poetʼs acceptance by his fair-haired
lover, the cúilfhionn of the first stanza, who in the second is assimilated to the
otherworld woman, spéirbhean:
An bhfaca tú an chúilfhionn is í taobh leis an toinn
fáinní óir ar a méaraibh is í ag réiteach a cinn?...
An bhfaca tú an spéirbhean is í ag siúil ar na bóithre
maidin gheala drúchta is gan smúit ar a bróga?
14）
Have you seen the fair woman, and she by the wave:
rings of gold on her fingers, and arranging her hair? . . .
Have you seen the otherworld woman, and she walking the roads:
a bright morning of dew, and her shoes unwet?
─ since, as a creature of the beyond, nothing earthly can touch her.  Likewise with
Yeats; in ʻThe Song of Wandering Aengusʼ, the poet is haunted by a comparable
visitation:
   Though I am old with wandering
   Through hollow lands and hilly lands,
   I will find out where she has gone
   And kiss her lips and take her hands. . .
15）
And ʻThe Happy Townlandʼ turns the menacing aspect of that otherworld into the
peril of the quest that issues in enlightenment, its goal the alchemy of opposites:
The little fox he murmured,
‘O what of the worldʼs bane?ʼ
The sun was laughing sweetly,
The moon plucked at my rein...
16）
The ambivalence here is comparable to that of Celtic coinage.  The otherworld
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Nashville: Sanders, 1997).
14) Ó Baoill & Ó Baoill, p. 40.
15) Yeats, Poems, pp. 66-7; Murray, Disorientalism, pp.112, 120.
16) Yeats, Poems, pp. 94-6; Murray, Disorientalism, pp. 113-18.
woman appears in the aisling or vision poetry as a glowing embodiment of the
sovereignty of Ireland;
17）
and it is she who speaks in the poem by Seán Clárach Mac
Dónaill titledMo Ghile Mear, lamenting the absence of her lover, who is both warrior
and king.
18）
With the refrain of the poem, I give its translation by Daniel Corkery: as,
in spite of its stiffness, it has the advantage of reproducing the Gaelic sound-pattern,
with its internal rhymes.
Is é mo laoch, mo ghile mear,
Is é mo Shaesar, gile mear,
Ní fhuaras féin aon tsuan ar séan
Ó chuaigh i gcéin mo ghile mear.
19）
My hero, Living Brightness mine!
My Cæsar, Living Brightness mine!
No sleep Iʼve known since he has flown
Far from his own across the brine!
20）
Gile, ʻradianceʼ,
21）
is the word associated with the otherworld woman in the most
famous of all aislingthe, Aogán Ó Rathailleʼ s Gile na Gile.
22）
Mear, meanwhile,
connotes both ʻlivingʼ and ʻswiftʼ ─ like English ʻquickʼ.
23）
The combination, Living
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17) Seán Ó Tuama & Thomas Kinsella, An Duanaire, 1600-1900: Poems of the
Dispossessed (Mountrath: Dolmen, 1981), pp. xxvii-xxviii, 148-61; Daniel Corkery, The
Hidden Ireland: A Study of Gaelic Munster in the Eighteenth Century (Dublin: Gill &
Macmillan, 1967), pp. 128-9; Joep Leerssen, Mere Irish and Fíor-Ghael: Studies in the
Idea of Irish Nationality, its Development and Literary Expression prior to the Nineteenth
Century (Cork: Cork University Press, 1996), pp. 238-9.   Ó Máille points out
continuity in this matter also, as the ʻmetaphor of the “marriage” of Ireland to a particular
king is common from the time of our sagas to the days of the Jacobite poems in the 18th
centuryʼ (Tomás Ó Máille, ʻMedb Chruachnaʼ, Zeitschrift für Celtische Philologie, XVII,
1927, pp. 129-46: p. 140).
18) Pádraig Ua Duinnín, ed., Amhráin Sheagháin Chláraigh Mhic Dhomhnaill, 2nd edn.
(Baile Átha Cliath: Connradh na Gaedhilge, 1908), pp. 1-3.
19) Mánus Ó Baoill, Ceolta Gael 2 (Cork: Ossian, 1997), pp. 56-7.
20) Corkery observes that the place the Stuarts hold in the Scottish Jacobite poems ʻis
occupied in the Irish poems by Ireland herselfʼ (pp. 129-33).
21) Dinneen, s. v. Gile; Dictionary of the Irish Language (Dublin: Royal Irish Academy,
1998), s. v. gile.
22) Ó Tuama & Kinsella, pp. 150-53.
23) Dinneen, s. v. Mear; R.I.A. Dictionary, s. v. mer; D.N.B., s. v. Quick, adduces Irish beo,
or Swift Brightness, does not seem to make much sense until we apply it to the sun-
god:
24）
who indeed, in his marriage with the earth-goddess, is the prototype of the
hero celebrated in literature of this kind.
25）
Seán Clárach inherited a tradition which was aware of this.  He held poetic court at
the ancient sacred places ─ one of them a lios or ring-fort on his own land, and
another the nearby Bruree, ʻPalace of the Kingsʼ ─ which the beings of the
otherworld were believed to inhabit.
26）
And he invokes the same concept, lamenting
that, in the absence of its rightful ruler, nature is in mourning:
Níor éirghidh Phoebus féin ar cóir,
Ar chaoin-chneas rae tá daol-bhrat bróin,
Tá saobhadh ar spéir is spéirling mhór,
Cum sléibhte i gcéin mar d ʼéaluigh an leomhan.
27）
Even in Raftery, still remembered in the countryside at the time of Yeats,
28）
an
apparently realistic description of an actual place is coloured by the Celtic concept of
the Land of Youth:
Killeadanʼs the village where everything pleases,
Of berries and all sorts of fruit thereʼs no lack,
And if I could but stand in the heart of my people
Old age would drop from me and youth would come back.
29）
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also applied to the Gile Mear (Ua Duinnín, p. 1).
24) Lugh Lámhfhada (Proinsias Mac Cana, Celtic Mythology, Feltham: Hamlyn, 1970, pp.
27-9; Rhys, pp. 210, 396-8, 407-21, 512, 617-18).
25) Brian Ó Cuív, ʻIrish Language and Literature, 1691-1845ʼ, in T. W. Moody & W. E.
Vaughan, ed., Eighteenth-Century Ireland, 1691-1800 (Oxford: Clarendon Press, 1986),
pp. 374-423 (p. 407 & n.); Mac Cana, pp. 28-9, 120; Murray, Three & Four, pp. 6-9.
26) He was known for his learning, not only in Irish but in English and the classics
(Leerssen, pp. 235-7; Ó Tuama & Kinsella, pp. 150-51; Corkery, p. 241): we note that
to the Gaelic image of the warrior he has added the Latin with his invocation of Caesar. 
27) Ua Duinnín, p. 1.
28) Judith Hill, ʻFinding A Voice: Augusta Gregory, Raftery, and Cultural Nationalism,
1899-1900ʼ, Irish University Review: a Journal of Irish Studies, XXXIV (2004), 21-36; W.
B. Yeats, ʻDust hath closed Helenʼ s Eyeʼ, Mythologies (London & Basingstoke: Pan
Macmillan, 1989), pp. 22-30.
29) Mánus Ó Baoill, Ceolta Gael 2 (Cork: Ossian, 1997), pp. 34-5; Frank OʼConnor,
Kings, Lords, & Commons: An Anthology from the Irish (London: Macmillan, 1962), pp.
In like fashion, that story in Dubliners which is impinged upon by the otherworld is
at the same time a re-enaction, in terms of contemporary Dublin, of an Old Irish saga
associated with the site.  Whatever his declared attitude to the Irish language,
30）
Joyceʼs
work as a whole conforms to its tradition of dinnsheanchas, the celebration of
place
31）
─ identified by Burke as the focus of intangible loyalties
32）
─ and Dublin is
as inextricable from his individuality as Dromahair, Lissadell or Ben Bulben from that
of Yeats.
33）
The theme is inexhaustible.   A paradox of Wildeʼ s, like certain Celtic coins,
subverts the sense of reality: a truism turned upside-down is equally true.  ʻA man
cannot be too careful in the choice of his enemiesʼ:
34）
a truth of which he was to have
tragic experience. And, as with other such mintings, Joyce, in the most sustained
hallucination in literature, obsessively blurs the boundaries of words.
35）
The genre is
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132-3; Robert Welch, ed., The Oxford Companion to Irish Literature (Oxford: Clarendon
Press, 1996), s. v. sídh.
30) Richard Ellmann, James Joyce (Oxford: Oxford University Press, 1965), p. 62.
31) Murray, Three & Four, p. 1.
32) ʻIt is boasted, that the geometrical policy has been adopted, that all local ideas should be
sunk, and that the people should no longer be Gascons, Picards, Bretons, Normans, but
Frenchmen, with one country, one heart, and one assembly.  But instead of being all
Frenchmen, the greater likelihood is, that the inhabitants of that region will shortly have no
country.  No man ever was attached by a sense of pride, partiality, or real affection, to a
description of square measurementʼ (Edmund Burke, Reflections on the Revolution in
France, ed. Conor Cruise OʼBrien, London: Penguin, 1986, pp. 314-15).  The subtext
here is the contrast between the regular French and the irregular English garden (Murray,
Sharawadgi, pp. 252-3).
33) William York Tindall, The Joyce Country, new edition (New York: Schocken, 1972),
Preface; Micheál Mac Liammóir & Eavan Boland, W. B. Yeats and His World (London:
Thames & Hudson, 1971), pp. 12-16.
34) Oscar Wilde, Complete Works (Glasgow: HarperCollins, 1999), p. 22.
35) This is not to deny his other sources, such as folk tradition (ʻpuns, portmanteau-words,
teasing mystificationsʼ: Anthony Burgess, Here Comes Everybody, Feltham: Hamlyn, 1982,
p. 186) or Freud (Richard Ellmann, James Joyce, rev. edn., Oxford: Oxford University
Press, 1983, p. 340 & n.), any more than Wildeʼ s in Aestheticism (Murray,
Disorientalism, pp. 41-2, 53-4); it is simply to note that in both the modern evokes the
immemorial: for metempsychosis has been seen as the subject of the poem reputed to be
Irelandʼ s most ancient, the Song of Amergin (H. dʼArbois de Jubainville, The Irish
Mythological Cycle and Celtic Mythology, tr. & ed. Richard Irvine Best, Dublin & London:
Hodges, Figgis & Simpkin, Marshall, 1903, pp. 136-40; Koch, Celtic Culture, s. v.
Reincarnation and Shapeshifting).   Contemporary with Eriugena, Kūkai studied at
Chʼang-an with Indian and local scholars involved in translating the Buddhist scriptures
more approachably realised in that musical form which another Dubliner, John Field,
invented in the ʻwhite nightsʼ ─ compounded of darkness and light, of melancholy
and exultation ─ of St. Petersburg, and named the nocturne.
36）
However, I conclude this consideration of the twilit and the ambiguous with a
recollection closer to home.  The Gaelic poems cited here are also songs; and the
tradition in which they are sung is uninterrupted;
37）
but I belonged to a generation to
which its bright and burnished tones, at once more authentic and more arresting,
were revealed, having been too long buried under murky varnish, by the composer
and scholar Seán Ó Riada.
38）
A Dublin pub where this could be heard was packed on
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from Sankskrit to Chinese.  He was to favour the former language over the latter on the
grounds that Chinese hieroglyphs, with their ʻrich material imageryʼ, foster the illusion of
an independent existence for external objects, while the Sanskrit syllabary is traced to ʻAʼ,
both as inherent in other syllables and as a negative prefix, so intimating the ʻevanescent
nature of objectsʼ: a prepossession that was to give powerful impetus to the adoption of the
Japanese syllabary (Ryūichi Abé, The Weaving of Mantra: Kūkai and the Construction of
Esoteric Buddhist Discourse, New York: Columbia University Press, 1999, pp. 113-19,
288-93, 388-98; Murray, Disorientalism, p. 162).
36) Murray, Disorientalism, p. 65.   Again there were antecedents.   ʻSomething of the
dreamily poetic mood which permeates Fieldʼs nocturnesʼ, says Piggott, ʻhad occasionally
been caught by earlier composers.  We hear it in certain of Mozartʼs slow movements ‒
though expressed in quite different termsʼ.  Girdlestone had stated the proposition in
reverse, speaking of the Andante of K. 467 as a ʻnocturneʼ.  Different in turn was Chopin:
in whom, even while influenced by Field, contemporaries noted a tendency towards
emphasis rather than evanescence (Patrick Piggott, The Life and Music of John Field, 1782-
1837, Creator of the Nocturne, London: Faber, 1973, pp. 21, 27-8, 42, 73-8 100-1,
115-16, 128, 131, 152, 156, 158; C. M. Girdlestone, Mozartʼs Piano Concertos, 3rd edn.,
London: Cassell, 1978, pp. 341-5; Helge Antoni, Crossfire: Chopin – Field, Etcetera,
1999).
37) Seán O Boyle, The Irish Song Tradition (Skerries: Dalton, 1976), pp. 13, 18.  People in
Ireland tend to be aware that, when Shakespeare wished to indicate gibberish, he quoted
the title of an Irish song: ʻCalen o costure me!ʼ (Henry V, IV, iv): approximating to Cailín
ó Chois tSiúre Mé (ʻIʼm a lass from the banks of the Suirʼ), and sung to a variant of the
ballad that begins ʻGood men and true! in this house who dwellʼ (Breandán Breathnach,
Folk Music and Dances of Ireland, London: Ossian, 1996, pp. 18-19; Willian McBurney,
ʻThe Croppy Boyʼ, in Brendan Kennelly, ed., The Penguin Book of Irish Verse, 2nd edn.,
Harmondsworth: Penguin, 1981, pp. 229-30).
38) Thomas Kinsella, Preface, Seán Ó Riada, Our Musical Heritage (Mountrath: Dolmen
Press, 1982), pp. 9-12: p. 9.  Though my immediate ancestors needed no such stimulus. 
My Monaghan grandfather was a dancer in the Irish tradition; my father led his Carlow
Septet in Irish songs on radio (Aidan Murray, ʻ“O Native Music, Beyond Comparing”ʼ,
Carloviana 1980, pp. 6-9: pp. 6, 9; Michael Purcell, Carlow in Old Picture Postcards, 3
weekday evenings; but quiet on Sunday mornings, when the resident musicians
played for one another and those in the know. 
Here, too, things were not always what they seemed.   Though the music was
traditional Irish, one of the traditional Irish musicians happened to be English, and
that was fine ─ until the morning when the rest of the group got up a chorus which
was, shall we say, less than flattering to the inhabitants of the neighbouring island;
and, to my astonishment, he joined in with every appearance of arch amusement.  So
I asked him afterwards:
ʻDonʼt you feel a little strange, singing a song like that?ʼ
ʻBy no means.  The tune is an old Devon sea-shantyʼ.
ʻHave you tried telling them that?ʼ
ʻOh, no. Theyʼre having so much funʼ.
However, even when things were what they seemed, or seemed to be what they
seemed, they could be equally unreal.  It was the age of the youth movement, when
the air held an exhilarating certainty that anything was possible, and it did not seem
strange to take off on impulse for places like India or Japan.  Intimate relationships
had become informal; establishments were on the defensive; protest had dislodged an
iconic politician.  The pub was a gathering-place for subversives of all kinds, from
purveyors of pot to opponents of the opium of the people.  So that when, among the
glasses hued like ebony or oak, one stood out in flaming orange, the story went that it
belonged to a government spy prohibited by regulations from drinking on duty.  This
sounded too good to be true: until the morning I was seated at the next table when
one of the regulars, and so presumably a subversive of one kind or other, stopped in
front; and something like the following dialogue ensued.
Subversive: ʻHow are things up at the Castle?ʼ 
─ Dublin Castle being the headquarters of the Irish secret service ─
Spy: ʻOh grand, grand.  Canʼt complainʼ.
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vol., Zaltbommel, European Library, 1994-2000, II, 76). The former title is a reference
to Samuel Lover, ʻNative Musicʼ.
Subversive: ʻGive me best to the missisʼ.
Spy: ʻI will indeedʼ.
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